idealistic towards a goal altogether too different
what was promised.
"Perhaps (I say 'perhaps' because 1 still want to hope),
perhaps one always loves oneself. Perhaps you love
yourself in me, and I, perhaps it is not you I love but-
only love itself."
Michel replied at great length. But the vigour which
had once carried Mm over all obstacles was lacking now.
He would not have admitted it to himself, hut he too
was feeling overcome with a sort of aridity now in place
of that earlier careless spending of himself. When he
thought of Catherine now he had to make an effort,
and from day to day it was becoming more difficult
to visualize her. By dint of so much evocation, more-
over, it almost seemed as though her image had lost
its clarity. Like a portrait which the very kisses of love
have worn away, her image also faded, grew less distincts
and sometimes when he conjured it up he could scarcely
recognize it and was seized with terror at the thought
that soon it might vanish utterly.
In default of the present he turned to the past. It was
memory here rather than his heart that supplied the
details and, like a disillusioned man writing in cold
blood the story of Ms love, he was no longer able to
feel the emotions he described. It was to Ms memories
of Boyan, as to the very source of their love, that he
returned most frequently. "Do you remember . . .?"
And he would evoke the image of their houses, the seat
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